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weasand. The ducal palace, and the whole city, still gleamed like
the starry heaven with the nuptial illumination; every street re*
Bounded with the din and tumult of the gay people streaming for-
ward to gaze on the decorated bride, and the solemn torch-dance
with which the festival was to conclude. The Aeronaut, un-
wearied by his voyage, pressed on amid the crowding multitude
through the entrance of the Palace; advanced with clanking
spurs, under the guidance of his trusty Lion, to the banquet-
chamber ; drew his sword, and cried: " With me, whoever
stands by Duke Henry; and to traitors, death and hell!" The
Lion also bellowed, as if seven thunders had been uttering their
united voices; shook his awful mane, and furiously erected his
tail, as the signal of attack. The cornets and kettle-drums struck
silent suddenly, and a horrid sound of battle pealed from the
tumult in the wedding-hall, up to the very Gothic roof, till the
walls rang with it, and the thresholds shook.

The golden-haired bridegroom, and his party-coloured butter-
flies of courtiers, fell beneath the sword of the Duke, as the
thousand Philistines beneath the ass's jaw-bone, in the sturdy
list of the son ofManoah; and he who escaped the sword, rushed
into the Lion's throat, and was butchered like a defenceless lamb.
When the forward wooer and his retinue of serving-men and
nobles were abolished, Duke Henry, having used his household
privilege as sternly as of old the wise Ulysses to the wooing-club
of his chaste Penelope, sat down to table, refreshed in spirit,
beside his wife, who was just beginning to recover from the deadly
fright his entrance had caused her. While briskly enjoying the
dainties of his cook, which had not been prepared for him, he
cast a glance of triumph on his new conquest, and perceived that
she was bathed in ambiguous tears, which might as well refer to
loss as to gain. However, like a man that knew the world, he
explained them wholly to his own advantage; and merely re-
proving her in gentle words for the hurry of her heart, he from
that hour entered upon all his former rights.

Count Ernst had often listened to this strange story, from
the lips of his nurse; yet in riper years, as an enlightened
sceptic, entertained doubts of its truth. But in the dreary lone-
liness of his Grated Tower, the whole incident acquired a form
of possibility, and his wavering nursery belief increased almost
to conviction. A transit through the air appeared to him the
.simplest thing in nature, if the Prince of Darkness, in the gloomy